which I had been told there was an empty flat available.
But it was not until we had drawn a number of blanks and
were very footsore and weary indeed, not until we had
sadly decided that our energy was exhausted for the day,
not until we were trailing homeward along the Via de*
Bardi that the miracle happened: a little 'cartello* an-
nouncing : 'Luxurious second-floor apartment with loggia',
at a moderate rent.
We signed the agreement for that flat next day. It was in
a most beautiful trecento palace, it was all that our wildest
dreams had hoped for, with large shady rooms and central
heating and from its modest altitude on the second floor a
long stairway led up to a magnificent loggia, open on three
sides with views of all Florence from San Miniato to
Kesole and Monte Morello.
This time we had found a home indeed. There was a
study for John such as she had never had before in all her
life. ... It was forty feet long by thirty feet wide, very
lofty with a roof of carved chestnut and a cool red-tiled
l<^>r. It had not only central heating, but also a fine old
hooded fireplace where in winter we could sit over a log
fire. There was a curious little annexe or cell in one corner
of the big room which had a radiator all to itself and in this
she was to do most of her work - an austere little cdl which
we furnished with an oak table and chair, a big carved
wood crucifix on the wall, and litde else, and from die
windows of study and cell alike one could look out on the
Duomo, the Palazzo Vecchio, the Badia, the Bargello and
Resole___
And this flat had another feature that might have been
designed for us. ... Both our two communicating bcdr-
rooms opened through arched doorways into the big study,
and if I woke in the night when John was working (and
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